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SOCIETY 

AT  NORTHWESTERN 

SATURDAY— JUNE    i6 
Graduation  Exercises 


ATHLETICS 

MAY   30 

Baseball — Wisconsin  at  Evanston 

JUNE    25 

Golf — National  meet  at  Cleveland 


DINE  AND  DANCE 


CONGRESS  HOTEL 
Michigan  and  Congress. 

Dance  to  the  inimitable  Carlos  Molina 
and  his  mirimba  band  in  the  Joseph 
Urban  Room.  Week  days  and  Sunday, 
$1.00  minimum  and  $1.00  supper. 
Saturday,  cover  charge  $1.00,  mini- 
mum   $1.00. 


LEXICON 


CANTON  TEA   GARDENS 

Corner  Wabash  and   Van   Buren. 

Louis    Panico    and    his    orchestra.       No 

cover,    no   minimum. 


HOTEL  SHERMAN 
Clark  and   Randolph. 

College  Inn.  Announcing  return  of 
Buddy  Rogers.  5  to  9,  dinner.  $1.75  to 
$2. 50.  Supper  $1.50.  No  cover,  no 
minimum. 


PALMER  HOUSE 
State  and  Monroe, 

Ted  Weems  and  his  celebrated  music — 
Stone  and  Vernon — Dinner  $2.00.  No 
cover   charge. 


ARAGON  BALLROOM 
Lawrence  and   Broadway. 

Wayne  King  and  the  boys.  Costs,  $1,50 
to  $1.85.  $1.50  until  6  Sunday. 
Estimates  per  couple,   refreshments  extra. 
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AFTER  DATE  STOPS 


COOLEYS 

Evanston.  Three  famous  cupboards, 
all  different  and  yet  inviting.  Known 
to  all  Northwestern  for  its  delectable 
cuisine. 


THE  HUT 

Opposite    WiUard     Hall.       Good     food, 
well   served,    in    a   collegiate   atmosphere. 

SAN  PEDRO 

No  Man's   Land.      A   haven   for  hungry 
and   thirsty   students. 


NORMANDY  TEA  ROOM 

No    Man's     Land.       Food,      music     and 
dancing,   as  you  like  it. 


THE   SHIP 

Howard  St.  just  off  Clark. 

Sandwiches  and  beverages  of  all  kinds. 
Reasonable  prices.  Other  diverse  place.s 
west  of  town  about  which  no  authentic 
information  has  been   found. 


DRAKE   HOTEL 

North  Michigan  Ave. 

Earl  Burtnett  and  his  Hollywood  orches- 
tra in  the  Gold  Coast  Room.  Dinner 
6  to  9,  $1.75,  $1.00  supper  and  $1.00 
minimum   after   g. 


THE  STABLES 

Broadway  near  Devon  and  Sheridan. 

No     cover.      $1      minimum     per     person. 
Floor  show  and  dancing. 


CLUB  CHATEAU 

Church  Street  .  .  .  One-half  block  cast 
of  Waukegan   Road. 

A  really  fine  place  to  stop  with  the  best 
of  food  and  friendship.  An  ideal  spot 
for    that    discriminating    date. 


BLACKHAWK 

Wabash  at  Randolph. 

Seymour   Simon   and   smart    floor   show. 
Dinner  $1.25.  Supper  $1.50,  No  cover. 


THE  LIMEHOUSE 
1563   Howard. 

Barney    Richards'    orchestra.      No    cover, 
no    minimum.     Dinners    very    resonablc. 


OLD  HEIDELBERG 

Both  at  the  Fair  and  in  the  Loop.  Best 
of  food  and  service  in  the  friendly  en- 
vironment of  old  Germany. 


°NORTHWEST£RN  -  UNIVLRSTT  ¥■ 


Vol.  XIV— No.  VIII 


EVANSTON.  ILL. 


Summer.  1934 


Member  Mid-West  College  Comics  Association.     Copyright    1934  by  Students  Publishing  Company. 

Entered  as  second  class  matCiT  at  the  post  office  at  Wilmette.    111..  Jnnuarv    ].    1932.     23c    the   copv,    SI. 75    the   vcir. 


HARRY  SHAFFER 
■33-'34 — Editor 


Associates — May  Issue 

Dave  Lott.  George  Keane 


Staff 


Jim  Brydon,  Nancy  Lewis,  Al  Gage,  Betty 
Llewellyn,  Mildred  Woodcock.  Genevieve 
Smith,  Francelle  Jacobson,  Bill  Hoebel, 
Pat  Frazier,  Dick  Cragg,  Stuart  Merrill, 
Bernie  Hirsh.  Jane  Neumann 


RICHARD  SAYERS 

jManager — '  3  3  -'  3  4 


May  Issue — Manager 

William  Campbell 


Staff 


.Marjorie  Janis,  Helen  Schmock,  Mary  Lou 
Fahnestock,  Betty  Eikenberry',  Frank 
Seyle,  Stan  Henderson,  Paul  Carrol,  Junie 
Southworth,  Walter  Merrill,  Henry 
CowAP.  Jane  Rhodes,  Don  Johnson,  Paul 
Merrin,  Dorothy  Kendall.  Martha  Wil- 
liams, Jack  Graham 


IN   THIS   ISSUE 

Cover Jane  Neumann 

Lexicon     On  and  Off  Campus 

Polly  Looks  at  Graduation Nancy  Lewis 

Russia  Will  Not  Recognize  Us Froth 

Here  It  Is  June      Patricia  Frazier 

Purple  Purms      Purple  Purmsters 

Swan  Song  of  '34      Courtesy  Syllabus 

A  Truthful   Testimony    Bernie  Hirsch 

Pollyanna     Aunt  Polly 

7Te   Duchess   Speaks    The  Duchess 

Again   Finals       Interpreted  to  D.  N.  L 

Parrotings     Exchange 


Page 


4 
5 
6 

8 

I  o 
12 
14 
17 

Z  I 

24 


Page  Three 


^JOEHME/TIEQNN  P'lJIDiPILFpAIRIQOT 


Silo  was  a  very  cordial  bootlegger.  They  called 
him  Silo  because  he  was  always  full  of  corn.  But  do 
not  think  that  he  was  degenerate,  for  he  had  his  name 
in  the  bootlegger's  directory — Who's  Hootch.  When 
in  College  he  wrote  several  songs  among  them  Just 
a  Little  Foam  for  the  Old  Soaks  and  Schnoppy  Days 
Are  Here  Again.  While  working  to  attain  his  3.2 
average,  he  did  settlement  work  for  the  Y.  M.  C.  A., 
and  it  was  here  that  he  learned  how  to  take  the  ex- 
cess malt  off  the  beer.  He  was  also  on  the  track  team 
and  was  a  rum  runner  of  great  note,  finally  getting 
his  name  in  the  alcohol  of  fame.  He  was  well  in- 
formed on  history  and  knew  that  the  eighteenth 
amendment  was  passed  at  Brandywine.  He  knew  that 
famous  prohibition  agent  Jack  the  Joint  Killer.  Silo 
always  said  that  from  the  way  he  gathered  evidence 
they  should  have  called  him.  Jack  the  Pint  Killer. 
Whenever  anyone  reprimanded  Silo  for  drinking  he 
would  say:  "Well,  you  can't  eat  all  the  time."  Allin 
all  Silo,  like  every  good  bootlegger,  had  his  good 
pints  and  knew  the  fundamentals  of  his  business, 
namely,  how  to  bounce  a  highball  and  that  two  pints 
make  one  cavort. 

— G.  A'. 


® 


FROM  THE  FACULTY 
Prof.   Hahne,   Economics. 

Many  students  are  like  coffee — pS^r  of  the  active 
ingredient  has  been  removed  from  the  bean! 

Prof.   Smith,  Engineering. 

A  model  may  mean  any  one  of  a  number  of  things, 
as  a  woman  once  said  she  had  a  model  husband — 
he  was  a  miniature  of  the  real  thing. 


Judge:  On  what  grounds  do  you  ask  for  a  divorce? 

Wife:   Insanity,  your  honor.   I  put  crackers  in  his 
bed,  and  he  ate  them. 

Judge:  Is  that  alL 

Wife:   No,    your   honor.      After   he   had   eaten    the 
crackers,  he  wanted  to  know  who  stole  his  soup. 

— Carolina  Buccaneer 


Preacher:   "Verily,  life  is  but  a  dream." 
Choir   (waking  up)  :  '"Verily,  verily,  verily,  verily, 
life  is  but  a  dream. 

— Froth 
•^       ♦       <?> 

"Yes,  sir."  He  said,  lost  in  revery,  "Same  old  room; 
same  old  windows;  same  old  furniture;  same  old 
view  of  the  campus:  same  old  closet." 

He  opened  the  door.     There  stood  a  girl,  terrified. 

"This  is  my  sister,"  I  said. 

"Yes,  sir.   Same  old  story!" 

— Kitty-Kat 
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TENNIS  BALLS 

Wright  &  Ditson  Strong  Club  Balls 
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Wright  &  Ditson 
All-Americ.\N 

Tennis 
Racket 

$5.95 

Rackets  Restrung 

3 -  Ho ur  -  Service 

VISIT 

OUR    NEW 

SPORTING  GOODS 

DEPARTMENT 


THE 


CO-OP 


Orrington  Hotel  Bldg. 
1726  Orrington  Ave. 


Gre.  2600 
Gre.  2616 
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Page  Four 


POLLY  LOOKS  AT 
GRADUATION!  ! 


Page    Five 


\pCTIIirvVT/T!EID^  IPUIDPILIF  pAIRII^OT 


Russia  Will  Not 
Recognize  The  U.S. 

All  newspaper  propaganda  to  the 
contrary,  Russia  simply  will  not 
recognize  the  United  States,  in  an 
exclusive  interview  to  a  Froth  re- 
porter, Commissar  LitvinofF  de- 
clared. I  asked  him  where  he  got 
his  title.  The  great  man  gave  a 
little  laugh  and  said  "Back  in  Roo- 
sia,  before  the  Revolution.  I  was 
only  a  poor  type-setter,  and  if  you 
think  setting  on  that  hard  type  all 
day  was  any  snap,  you're  crazy. 
Anyhow,  I  was  setting  type  for  a 
book,  when  the  owner  came  around. 
'Looky  here.  LitvinofF.  the  only 
punctuation  you're  putting  in  is 
commas.  Why''  'Easy.'  I  piped, 
'because  the  commissar  easiest  to 
find!'  And  after  that,  they  always 
called  me  Commissar  Litvinoff.  " 

"What  makes  you  think  Russia 
won't  recognize  the  U.  S.?'  I 
asked.  "Why,  I've  been  here  only 
a  week  and  even  I  could  hardly  tell 
the  old  place.  Now  take  Poland, 
for  instance,  there's  a  great  country. 
There's  a  country  that  gets  around." 

"You  mean  they  have  revolu- 
tions?" I  inquired. 

"Naw."  he  chuckled,  "but  every 
time  there's  a  new  king,  the  whole 
country  goes  from  Pole  to  Pole." 
He  took  a  large  cigar  from  a  near- 
by samovar,  and  lit  it  from  a  small 
bomb  he  always  carries. 

"Samovar  kind  friends  sent  us 
these."  he  purred. 

"How  about  Sweden?"   I  asked. 

"Oh.  I'm  very  fond  of  Sweden. 
I  always  Sweden  my  coffee  with 
two  lumps  of  sugar,"  he  said.  "I 
like  Lapland,  too.  I  once  ran  the 
mile  there  for  the  Vladavlasstock 
A.  C.  When  the  race  was  over  I 
was  two  Lapps  ahead  of  everyone 
else." 

"To  get  back  to  the  original  sub- 
ject." I  said,  "our  government  feels 
that  Russia  ought  to  quit  Stalin 
around." 

"Who  told  you  that?"  he  barked. 

"Oh.  Frankie  Roosevelt  and  some 
of  the  boys,"  I  said. 


Litvinoff  was  plainly  in  a  huff. 
"Well,"  he  said,  "F.  D.  R.  going  to 
act    like    that.    Roosia    don't    want 
nuttin'  to  do  with  them." 

I  knew  the  interview  was  ended, 
and  silently  stole  out. 

— Froth 


"Hey,  ma!  Bring  me  a  step  ladder 
so's  I  can  see  the  mirror  to  comb  me 
hair." 


An  elderly  woman  was  escorting 
two  little  girls  around  the  Zoo. 
While  they  were  looking  at  the 
stork,  she  told  them  the  legend  of 
the  ungainly  bird — how  it  was  in- 
strumental in  bringing  them  to  their 
mamas. 

The  children  looked  at  each  other 
with  sly  glances  and  presently  one 
whispered  to  the  other. 

"Don't  you  think  we  ought  to 
tell  the  dear  old  thing  the  truth?" 

—The  Old  Line 


"^SiT  WITH  THE  OTHER 
EXHAUST  PlPEr 


IT  WAS  always  the  rumble  seat  tor 
Ralph  and  his  powerful  pipe.  Why 
))'///  a  man  try  to  save  on  a  few  pipe 
cleaners  an  J  load  up  with  fumv  tobacco? 
Lite  can  easily  become  happier  for 
Ralph.  By  putting  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 
in  a  well-kept  pipe  he  can  ride  up 

front  with  the  driver and  even 

demonstrate  that  he  can  handle  the 
wheel  with  his  left  hand.  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh  is  a  mild  mixture  of  Ken- 
tuckv  Burlevs  that  burns  coolly  and 
slowly.  And  it  has  a  fragrance  that 
wins  smokers  ....  and  fair  com- 
panions.   Try  it.    You  should. 

Brown   &  Williamson   1  ooacco  Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucky.   Dept.  W-45. 

Send  for  this 

FREE 


It's     ly—  AND  IT'S   MILDER 
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l-^uge  Six 


HERE  IT  IS  -  JUNE 


by  Patricia  Frazier 


THE  FRESHMAN 

Dear  Dad: 

Here  it  is  June.  I  know  that  you 
will  be  very  glad  to  know  that  I 
made  my  grades,  which  means  I 
can  be  initiated  into  dear  old  Sigma 
Nu.  Though  you  may  not  real!/- 
it  this  means  something,  for  in 
order  to  be  initiated  you  have  to 
make  2.75  points.  This  is  a  lot  of 
points.  The  initiation  fee  is  two 
hundred  bucks,  which  is  moincv 
well  spent  because  belonging  to 
Sigma  Nu  gives  a  man  a  lot  of 
prestige,  as  well  as  think  of  the 
convenience  of  having  a  free  hotel 
in  every  town  you  go  to.  Besides 
that  the  meals  here  are  better  than 
those  at  three  other  fraternity 
houses  on  campus.  So  send  the 
money  quickly  please. 

As  you  know  I  didn't  do  so 
well  in  English,  owing  to  the  fact 
that  not  knowing  much  about  the 


school  I  picked  Nethercot  for  Eng- 
lish, and  he  thinks  it's  lots  of  fun 
to  give  F's  for  cause.  Therefore  I 
have  to  stay  up  here  and  study  this 
summer,  or  else  take  a  lot  of  extra 
work  next  year,  which  with  my 
football  would  be  too  much.  The 
tuition  will  be  twenty-five  dollars, 
and  twelve  dollars  a  week  for  room 
and  board.  (You  can  send  it  with 
the   above   check   for   initiation. ) 

I  am  getting  along  very  well  the 
coach  says,  and  socially  I  am  a  dis- 
tinct success.  I  have  been  invited 
to  no  less  than  five  sorority  for- 
mals.  and  only  three  of  the  girls 
had  Steinway  legs,  crossed  eyes,  or 
other  serious  defects.  Four  of  them 
were  beauty  queens.  Did  you  know 
Dad  that  that  is  our  slogan,  "North- 
western for  her  pretty  girls."  Better 
come  up  sometime.  Dad,  better  come 
up  sometime. 

I  guess  I  had  better  go  and  study, 
and  please  put  in  a  bit  extra  for  a 
mess  jacket,  which  everyone  here 
wears,  white  flannels  being  out  of 
cr.te. 

Your  loving  boy. 

Park  Wray 


think  I  could  stand  it  much  better 
if  I  had  a  roadster  to  sit  in,  and 
not  a  cheap  one  either. 

You  know  I  don't  know  what's 
the  matter  with  this  place.  'We  had 
a  little  bit  of  fun  the  other  day  and 
broke  four  or  five  chairs,  and  got 
summoned  to  the  Dean's  office.  I 
wish  I  could  go  to  a  place  where 
they  treated  a  person  more  as 
though  he  were  grown  up. 

And  that  brings  me  to  the  point 
of  what  I  wanted  to  say.  I  don't 
see  why  I'd  better  come  home  this 
summer.  In  the  first  place  it  would 
prob'bly  be  fatal  to  my  cause  to 
leave  Jean  here  all  summer,  or  even 
Dart  of  it  as  you  suggested,  because 
in  the  first  place  you  know  the  per- 
fidy of  woman,  and  in  the  second 
place  one  of  those  smooth  slippery 
snakes  from  Princeton  is  coming 
home,  and  has  designs  on  entertain- 
ing himself,  with  her.  at  my  expense 
all  summer.  I  know  where  I  could 


THE  SOPHOMORE 
Dear  Father. 

Have  you  forgotten  that  new 
roadster  you  promised  me  if  I  didn't 
flunk  anything  this  year.''  I  hope 
you  haven't,  although  at  times  you 
are  very  forgetful  about  things  like 
that.  Your  memory's  never  so  bad 
when  you've  given  me  my  allow- 
ance ahead  of  time  though.  I  mean 
you  never  forget  about  that.  Any- 
way I've  passed  everything,  and  I 
only  have  seven  hours  of  D  which 
means  I  can  still  stay  in  this  dump 
next  year,  which  in  itself  is  not  a  "|  could  stand  college  a  lot  better  if  I  had 
pleasure    (staying  licre   I   mean).     I  a  roadster  to  sit  in." 


tage  Seven 


^^mwrn^rmn  prnvw  irpAiKii^oi 


get  a  job  mowing  a  lawn  for  my 
room  up  here.  If  you  would  send 
me  about  fifteen  dollars  a  week  that 
would  just  about  cover  everything 
else.  I  would  be  right  near  the  li- 
brary, and  I  could  get  a  lot  of  my 
next  year's  work  done,  and  get  even 
better  marks  than  I  did  this  year. 
Now  I  know  you  will  say  I  can 
come  home  and  mow  our  lawn,  but 
this  would  be  different.  I  know  that 
you  will  realize  and  appreciate  tbo 
energy  and  ambition  of  a  man  who 
stays  up  here  and  works  when  he 
could  be  home  resting.  I  know  you 
will  admire  me  for  this.  Please  at- 
tend to  the  car  right  away.  Enclosed 
find  list  of  marks. 

Your  affectionate  son, 
Fred  Borchert 


THE  JUNIOR 
Mon  Pere,    (My  father ) . 

As  you  have  expressed  some  trepi- 
dation about  whether  I  had  really 
learned  anything  while  spending 
your  money  at  this  factory  I  have 
decided  to  scatter  foreign  words 
throughout  my  letters.  This  will 
show  you  that  I  really  have  learned 
something,  see?  (I  really  meant 
n'estce  pas?) 

I  am  sorry  to  tell  you  that  my 
work  of  the  past  year  has  not  come 
up  to  expectations  (your  expecta- 
tions) .  I  know  at  this  point  that 
you  will  deem  it  necessary  to  be- 
come fatherly  choleric  and  wrathful, 
comme  il  faut.  but  don't  as  there 
is  a  reason,  there  is  always  a  reason. 

You  know  this  year  my  class- 
mates having  found  out  my  real 
worth  as  an  executive  started  using 
me  for  just  everything,  not  as  a 
goat,  of  course.  In  the  first  place  al- 
though I  didn't  get  elected  president 
of  the  junior  class  I  did  get  on  the 
committee  that  elects  him.  As  I  was 
in  a  great  way  responsible  for  his 
being  elected  he  was  naturally  in- 
debted to  me,  and  that  explains 
why  I  didn't  have  to  ask  for  much 
money  this  year.  The  junior  prom 
was  a  great  success.  As  we  have 
cut  out  decorations,  programs,  food 
and  entertainers  there  is  quite  a  lot 


of  money  left  after  the  orchestra 
and  hall  are  paid  for.  We  are  work- 
ing on  a  plan  to  have  it  in  a  park 
without  an  orchestra  next  year,  and 
it  will  be  clear  profit,  except  the 
tickets,  which  will  run  1-20  of  a 
cent  per  person. 

Anyway  I  will  not  go  into  the 
harrowing  details  of  how  I  was 
made  chairman  of  homecoming,  and 
all  of  the  work  I  had  to  do,  and 
how  I  did  publicity  for  the  Charity 
ball,  and  wrote  for  the  Daily,  and 
managed  the  inter-fraternity  sing, 
and  played  on  the  fraternity  bridge 
and  ping  pong  teams,  and  was  busi- 
ness manager  for  the  Syllabus.  Ev'jn 
you  can  see  I  am  sure  mon  pere 
'hat  all  of  these  things  take  time. 
I  forgot  to  add  about  how  I  was  in 
the  Waa-Mu  show,  and  a  model  in 
the  fashion  show.  I  have  been  too 
busy  to  study,  and  I  have  eleven 
hours  of  flunk,  and  I  am  worn  out 
from  working  so  hard.  I  know  that 
you  will  feel  it  best  to  let  me  go  to 
Alabama,  where  I  wanted  to  go  in 
the  first  place.  I  can't  get  back  her? 
anyv,-ay. 

Hopefully 

Jim    (Cunningham) 


THE  SENIOR 
My  dear  father. 

Here  it  is  June.   Would  you  be- 


lieve it?  I  hardly  can  myself.  I 
means  these  years  have  passed  so 
quickly.  I  know  that  you  will  he 
very  happy  to  know  that  the  Com- 
merce school  has  decided  to  give 
me  credit  for  that  "Art  Apprecia- 
tion" course,  and  that  it  will  make 
it  possible  for  me  to  graduate.  The 
fact  that  they  decided  this  way  is  a 
standing  proof  of  my  histrionic, 
and  oratorical,  and  argumentative 
powers.  It  is  very  difficult  to  con- 
nect up  art  and  statistics. 

I  have  looked  everywhere  for  a 
job,  taking  with  me  references  from 
the  Edgewater  Beach  hotel,  the  sen- 
ior social  committee,  and  all  of  my 
pictures  which  were  printed  in  the 
paper.  I  had  rather  thought  that 
because  of  my  prestige  I  would  be 
able  to  get  a  job  as  private  secretary 
to  some  important  man:  but  alas, 
there  are  practically  no  important 
men  anymore,  except  in  Washing- 
ton, and  in  order  to  get  a  job  there 
one  has  to  major  in  political  sci- 
ence instead  of  Commerce,  as  I  did. 

I  know  you  will  realize  the  spot 
I  am  in,  as  how  could  I  know  that 
the  president  would  destroy  all  of 
the  important  men  except  those 
m  Washington. 

I  am  hoping  that  you  will  be 
able  to  help  us  out.  You  didn't 
know  it  was  us  did  you?  Well  it  is. 
Instead  of  your  having  to  give  me 
a  graduation  present  I  am  giving 
you  one,  a  lovely  daughter-in-law. 
You  know  you  have  always  wished 
lor  a  daughter-in-law.  and  I  just 
s:.id  to  myself,  "I'll  get  a  daughter- 
in-law  for  dad,  and  a  sister  for 
Louise.  "  I  know  you'll  just  love 
Janet.  Of  course  we  love  each  other 
very  much  but  you  can't  live  on 
love  alone,  and  she  says  she  won't 
marry  me  unless  I  buy  her  an  en- 
gagement ring  first.  I  know  where 
I  can  buy  a  swell  second  hand  one 
for  $150.  Instead  of  sending  me  a 
graduation  present  just  hurry  and 
send  me  the  money  for  the  ring, 
also  a  little  for  the  first  month's 
rent. 

Respectfully. 

Frank  Lennox. 
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PURPLE  PURMS 


FROSH  LAMENT 
The  sun  is  just  rose  up,  when  I 
Softly  steal  with  bleary  eye 

Along   the  fire-chute's  clammy   side, 
Hearing  a  rustle,  try  to  hide. 

It  seems  that  I  just  cannot  know, 
The  lime  to  come  and  time  to  go. 
I  try  to  make  my  dates  real  short. 
But  it's  always.   "Be  a  sport." 

It  seems  that  I  just  cannot  know, 
'When  to  say  yes,   and  when  say   no. 
I  guess  that  I  will  always  be 
Apprehensive,   after  a  spree. 


«     <?.■ 


LES  TROIS  PETITES  MOTS 
You  hate  men? 
Please  don't  stop. 
Kiss  me  again? 
Please    don't!    Stop!! 

Leave  me  alone — 
Aw  come  on — 
/'//  walk  home. 
Gawd,  she's  gone. 


♦     «> 


A  THOT 
With    due   apologies    to   Stevenson 
It  is  very  nice  to  think. 
The  world  is  full  of  meat  and  drink. 
With  college  students  saying  grace. 
In  every  Christian  kind  of  place. 
They  go  to  church  whene'er  they  can. 
'They  study  God's  whole  cosmic  plan. 
And  they  seem  to  know  just  why. 
The  Crobar  keeps  the  strongest  Rye. 

For  which  their  fathers  pay  and  pay. 

They   laugh,    they   neck,   they  swear,   they   pray 

For  the  just  right,  they  stoutly  say, 

To  seek  to  go  to  hell  their  way. 


TRUTH 

Some  things  can  be  put  aside. 
Never  love,  but  often  pride. 


O 


O 


There  she  sits  alone  and  sad, 

A  modern  goddess,  smoothly  clad. 

She   has    the    mouth,    the   eyes,    the 

nose. 
She    has    the    shape,    the    legs,    the 

clothes. 

She  has  the   will,   the   urge  to   pet. 
But  men  she  cannot  seem  to  get. 
Because  she   hasn't   learned   as   yet. 
That  even  goddesses  must  sweat. 


— D.  A'.  L. 


Ohesteriield 
M'«  Smith? 


Yes,  thank  you 
M^  Smitli ! 


®  1954.  Licr.FTT  &  MvERS  Tobacco  Co. 
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hank  dyer 


eleanor  spooner 


'jimmy"  bates 


hal  logan 
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chile  sutton 


libby  townsend 


A  Truthful 
Testimony 
of  the 
Class  of  '34 


4 


We,  the  graduating  class  of  June, 
nineteen-hundred  and  thirty-four, 
in  all  sincerity  and  distrust,  do  here- 
by publish  this  our  truthful  testi- 
mony and  statement  of  bequeath- 
ment  in  that  enlightening  and  saga- 
cious mirror  of  campus  intelligence, 

the  Purple  Parrot. 

We  have  thus  committed  our- 
selves to  the  unusual,  the  publica- 
tion of  so  vital  a  declaration  as  this 
in  other  than  the  monumentous 
yearbook,  the  Syllabus,  in  order 
that  that  ornately  bound  volume 
may  be  purged  from  the  terse  hor- 
ror of  reality,  that  it  may  serve  its 
somnolent    purpose,    that    it    may 


peacefully  weather  the  burden  of 
dusty  years  in  an  attic  until  dis- 
covered by  an  adventurous  lad  of 
seven.  We  do  not  want  to  frighten 
the  optimistic  youngsters  of  pos- 
terity with  truth. 

Now  that  we  have  concluded  our 
appologiana  we  shall  delve  into  the 
littler  task  of  willing  our  collegiate 
possessions  away. 

To  our  successors  we  leave  a 
playground  richly  stewed  in  the 
juices  of  ritual,  tradition  and  ho- 
kum, where  all  who  can  afford  the 
shillings  may  bathe  and  romp  in 
the   luxuries   of   make-believe. 

It  has  been  within  our  time  that 
Deering  library  has  been  erected — 
a  million  dollar  edifice  of  stately 
magnificence  where  those  of  us  who 
cherished  the  economy  of  a  "Scotch 
date"  could  chat  and  snicker  with 
light-headed  coeds  while  holding  a 
volume  of  Chaucer  in  our  hand,  up- 
sidcdown.  Indeed,  it  is  with  tearful 
mien  that  we  bid  farewell  to  the 
pleasantries  of  Deering.  May  its 
memories  never  fade  from  the  hori- 
zon of  rapturous  experience.  Dear 
old  Deering! 


We  sorrowfully  leave  behind  the 
scholarly  environs  so  close  to  the 
hearts  of  the  undergraduate.  How- 
ard street  and  its  smoke-laden  tav- 
erns— so  soothing  to  the  troubled 
mind  after  the  strain  of  a  quarter 
hour's  strenuous  study — many  were 
the  nights  groups  of  us  gathered 
there  like  students  of  Old  Heidel- 
berg, for  liquid  refreshment. 


The  Class  of  '34 


betty 


dorothy  frank 


And  Wilmette  Harbor — can  we 
ever  forget  the  moonlight  nights 
and  languorous  hours  we  spent 
there  worshipping  the  serenity  of 
the  stars  as  they  shone  brightly  irr 
the  heavens  while  soft  waves  musi- 
cally lapped  the  shores  and  balmy 
spring  breezes  caressed  us.  It  was 
most  touching!  Here  was  ecstasy. 
and  this,  too.  we  will  to  our  suc- 
cessors for  their  enjoyment. 


Within  our  time  the  Gadfly  was 
hatched  by  George  Guernsey,  a  per- 
son half-genius,  and  half-wit.  He 
threatened  and  ranted  and  raved 
until  he  blew  the  lid  off  the  campus 
with  a  squeak.  It  is  with  grief  that 
we  are  forced  to  leave  the  Gadfly 
behind  to  plague  those  who  must, 
to  escape  boredom,  read  the  Daily 
Northwestern  and  its  columns  of 
Gadfly  publicity,  while  some  pro- 
fessor goes  on  a  linguistic  rampage. 

While  the  nation  steeped  in  al- 
phabet broth,  a  few  of  us.  after 
much  labor,  gave  birth  to  a  new 
form  of  student  gov't.  The  NRA 
gave  the  country  "the  new  deal," 
The  E.  C.  A.  presented  the  campus 
with  "the  raw  deal."  Try  as  some 
of  us  did,  the  molasses  consistency 
of  the  campus  could  not  be  excited 
into  the  effervescence  of  champagne. 

As  we  found  them,  so  we  leave 
these  cloistered  walls  of  hibernation 
like  so  many  Rip  Van  Winkles  after 
a  four-year  nap.  We  entered  like 
lambs  and  go  forth  like  sheep.  Now 
we  part,  perhaps  to  look  forward 
to  the  prospect  of  employment. 


Faithfully 
Inscribed 

by  Bernie  Hirsh 


To  our  successors  we  leave  all 
this  behind  and  more:  freshmen 
caps,  cap  burning,  junior  jackets. 
Senior  Ball,  W.  S.  G.  A..  E.  C.  A. 
— tradition,  heritage,  ritual,  but 
still  hokum.  But  while  we  have 
suffered  under  degree  requirements 
which  reflected  (we'd  swear  to  that) 
the  revengeful  atttitude  of  our  fac- 
ulty overlords  who  would  avenge 
their  undergraduate  days,  we  have 
loosened  the  harness  and  now  we 
depart,  perhaps  only  to  return  as 
alumni  at  football  games,  artifi- 
cially exuberated  to  collegiate  frivol- 
ity.     And   now   for   an   education. 

Signed  and  sworn  before  Oscar, 
the  janitor, 

THE  CLASS  OF  '34. 


ned  Janet 


Going— Going 


|ane 


eggs 


mm 


larry 


Gone! 


ginny 
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Hello  Kiddies: 

Once  again  Aunty  returns  to  the  job  after  a  refresh- 
ing vacation.  And,  this  time  praise  be,  marks  Auntie's 
last  appearance  until  next  year.  So  .  .  .  tis  with  a 
tear  in  her  eye,  that  Aunty  presents  this,  her  Swan 
Song  to  you  .  .  .  her  magnanimous  public.  And,  in 
lieu  of  Swan  Songs  .  .  .  get  a  load  of  these  current 
hits  by  campus  recorders  .  .  .  and  the  records  that 
some  of  these  babies  have  set  are  ple-henty  Hot! 

"Love  Thy  Neighbor" Paul  Ziffren 

"Cocktails  for  Two" Osier  'n  Emery 

"Sophisticated  Lady"    j  .  .      Peg  Gurley 

"You  Oughta  Be  in  Pictures" 

"Popeye  the  Sailor  Man"    Tangora 

"Nasty  Man" Jay  Kurtz 

"Heat  Wave"    Laura   Sprague 

"Riptide"  Joe  Chambers 

"Little  Man,  You've  Had  a  Busy  Day"       ,       Manske 

"Beautiful   Girl"    Loretta   White 

"All  of  Me"       Dorothy  Seymour 

"How'm  I  Doin'  ?" Prof.   Byron 

"How  Do  I  Know  Its  Sunday?" Frank  Lennox 

"Mama,  That  Man  Is  Here!" Al  Kawal 

"Take  Me"  Betty  Dostal 

"In  Other  Words  We're  Through!".     .    Nina  Bruce 

"Honey"    Doc    Bradish 

"Lazy  Bones"    ;.  .  .  Wally  Cruicc 

"111  Wind"  Whole  School  of  Education 

"I'm  Not  Lazy,  I'm  Just  Drcamin'    '    Cam  Hitchcock 
"But,  Honey,  Are  You  Makin'  Any 

Money?"    Babe  Eraser 

"I'm  Thru  Playin'  With  Fire"  Martha  Stull 

And  .  .  .  furthermore,  have  you  seen  the  follow- 
ing celebs  on  campus? 

Catherine  the  Great      j  .  .  .       Kay  Lang 

Rasputin    Jim  Cunningham 

Eskimo      Annie  Griffith 

Death  Takes  a  Holiday Red  Eriedman 

Wild  Cargo        Zeta  Tau  Alpha 

The  Three  Pigs  Stimson,  Stimson  and  STIMson 

It  Happened  One  Night.  .  .  starring  .  .  .  Bunnie.  Bun- 

nie.  Boo  and  Roger  Severin 
Eight  Girls  in  a  Boat  Barker.  Punshart.  Owens. 

Hanchctt.   Dement.   Hart.   Ammerman   .   .   . 
And  .  .  ,  Bobbie  Albritton  the  Sai-lor 


Son  of  Kong         Gene  de  KeifFer 

Eour  Frightened  People    

Tait,   Bickell,   Osier  and  Cooper 

Lovebirds  Al  Early  and  Al  Sawyer 

You  Can't  Buv  Everything    Al  Michaelis 

Six  of  a  Kind    Youngclaus,  White.  Birney, 

Bigler,    Goman   and   Culver 
Bring    'Em   Back   Alive 

Rosemary   Billings  and  George  Keane 

Pitfalls   of  Youth       starring   Hugh   Duvall 

The  Showoff      Louis  Kuppenheimer 

One  Is  Guilty Nancy  Lewis 

She  Was  a  Lady    Rusty  Orr 

Svengali         Carl  Burkart 

Hitler's  Reign    Jim  Emery 

Wharf  Angel      Jane  Iredale 

Scandals  of   1934    Alpha  Phi  House 

Forgotten  Men    All  Parrot  Editors 

Incidentally  .  .  .  take  a  look  at  the  latest  additions 
to  the  GOLDEN  SALMON  CLUB  .  .  .  the  follow- 
ing fish's  pins  having  been  lately  hooked  by  the  ac- 
companymg  anglers: 

Al  Cory  vs.  Helen  Garvey 

Pete  Bowen  vs.  Marey  Coleman 

Jim  Adams  vs.  Ruth  Grey 

Bill  Baum  vs.   Kay  Staymer 

Frank  Yoder  vs.  Dell  Holliday 

Dick  Oldberg  vs.  Nell  Griffith 

Larry  Murdock  vs.  Ginny  Cleveland 

Chuck  Scheid  vs.  Ernie  Doebler 

Bill  Phelps  vs.   Betty  Wetherall  ...  on  trial  only 

And  as  for  the  dirt  on  campus.  Aunty  scrambled 
around  and  gathered  so  much  that  she's  thinking  of 
donating  the  surplus  to  the  Peeper  whom  we  hear  is 
sadly  in  need  of  aid  since  stooge  22  dropped  her 
contrib  into  the  PARROT  Box  by  mistake  .  .  .  my.  my, 
are  All  Pi  Phi's  nearsighted'  Aunty  heard  that  little 
Kappie  Joan  Cotter  was  trying  out  the  sofa's  in  the 
Modern  Marshall  Field  Home  with  a  certain  young 
Texan  .  .  .  Tsk  .  .  .  Tsk. 

Auntv  must  say  sometliing  nice  about  Art  Jens 
because  Jane  iMuniz  ihmks  he  s  so-o-o  swell  even 
though  she  admits  he  did  date  the  whole  1  beta  House 
while  she  was  at  Illinois! 


« 
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Al  Kawal  dating  little  Jo  Puntshart  awftcr  ycahs 
of  trying  which  may  account  for  the  happy  smile  of 
late  on  our  hero's  face. 

While  in  the  vicinity  of  the  North  Campus  Aunt 
Polly  noticed  the  flocks  of  mutilated  Delt  freshmen 
wandering  around  .  .  .  and,  kiddies,  it  is  merely  the 
result  of  a  bit  of  pounding  by  Cameron  Hitchcock 
who  desires  his  mail  from  his  Alabama  Ruth,  pronto! 
The  toughie! 

And.  with  a  snicker,  let  me  tell  you  of  the  pro- 
cedure that  Bill  Campbell's  father  must  go  through 
every  time  young  Mr.  Campbell  takes  unto  himself 
an  evening's  date.  He  approaches  the  long-suffering 
parent  and  obtains  his  permission  to  marry  the  gal! 
The  pater  invariably  gives  it  and  goes  back  to  his 
newspaper,  but  to  date  Beta  Bill  has  not  been  mar- 
ried .  .  I  wonder.''  'Tis  whispered  about  that  Frey 
Flanigan  and  Orr  Royster  are  casting  cow-eyes  at  one 
another  and  that  Jim  Stotlar  left  the  Pi  Phi  House 
because  little  Mary  Anne  Timmons  left  school. 


In  closing— Aunty  offers  her 
usual  Careless  advice :- 

TO  GARRALOUS  LADIES,  AND  THE 
OTHER  ONE 
Stop  your  talking  silly  fools. 
Don't  you  know  love's  Golden  Rules.'' 
Speak   only    when   spoken    to. 
Then  say  less  than  the  men  do. 
Button  top  and  lower  lips, 
This  will  save  you  many  slips. 
Gaze  at  them  with  soulful  lamps 
When  embraces  give  you  cramps. 
Make  them  feel  big,  strong  and  wise, 
Though  mentally  they're  half  your  size, 
And  you'll  have  love's  Paradise. 


WITH  TEARFUL  MIEN— 

There    once    was    a    Peeper    named 

Ned, 
Who  romanced  on  the  pier,  so  'tis 

said, 
He  gave  Janet  his  pin, 
And  she  threw  the  thing  in 
Is  the  face  of  our  Ned  ever  red? 
So-to-bed. 

— 9- 


Aunty  also  heard  tell  that  Pat  Clausen  upon  meet- 
ing his  ex-Corp.  Finance  prof,  whom  he  never  ex- 
pects to  see  again,  is  reported  to  have  said  "Good 
morning.  Skunk"  and  making  a  trip  to  his  nose  ac- 
companied by  five  fingers  .  .  .  my,  my  .  .  .  what  have 
we  here? 

Also  that  Louis  B.  Kuppcnheimer.  Jr.  is  so  busy 
at  a  certain  hotel  famous  for  its  "garbage  controversy" 
that  he  cannot  be  bothered  attending  university  so- 
cial affairs!  O  well  .  .  .  The  Phi  Gams  have  it  that 
Hal  Logan  had  to  hang  his  pin  on  Sally  Cook  to 
keep  out  Manske  interference  .  .  .  likewise  Nasty  Man 
Kurtz  and  his  Lady  Love  Bonnie  Donahue.  Mebbe 
this  new  interest  will  keep  Kurtz  from  accompany- 
ing Tangora  on  those  Aurora  trips! 

Ah  ...  a  few  vagrant  zephyrs  inform  Aunt  Polly 
that  Sally  Owens  .  .  .  lost  her  man's  booful  jooled 
Phi  Delt  pin  .  .  .  and  the  only  way  that  HI  Dickie 
could  explain  the  absence  of  said  pin  was  by  naively 
telling  Mother  McNight  that  SHE  had  sent  her  son's 
pin  to  the  cleaner's  on  one  of  his  Suits.  So.  Ma  calls 
up  the  cleaners  and  raises  .  .  .  well  .  .  .  the  roof! 


What  say  you,  my  frans  .  .  .  let  us  all  join  in  pre- 
senting little  Haiwy  Shaffer  a  rousing  Bronx  jeer  for 
all  his  fine  work — and  this  his  last  issue.  All  to- 
gether, now  .  .  .  BLOW! 

Best  wishes  for  a  lousey  summer 
and  I'll  besiegin'  ya — 

AUNT  POLLY. 


'Did  You  Ever  See  a  Dean  Walking?" 
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THE  DUCHESS  SPEAKS: 
Send  all  inquiries  addressed  to  this  column  to  the 
Purple  Parret  office  in  U.  H. 

Dear  Duchess; 

There  are  two  men  in  my  life,  one  is  a  Chinaman 
and  the  other  is  a  White  man  .  .  .  whom  shall  I 
choose? 

Puzzled 
My  dear  Puzzled: 

With  spring  in  the  air  and  everything  so  balmy- 
like-yellow  Is  such  a  nice  color  especially  when  worn 
with  green  .  .  .  but  then  again  white  is  always  smart, 

Call  Again, 
THE  DUCHESS 

MY  Dear  DUCHESS  .  .  . 

I  have  heard  that  pink  is  the  proposal  color  and, 
I  have  worn  it  on  three  successive  dates  and  it  has 
had  no  effect  whatsoever  .  .  .  what  shall  I  do? 

Anxious 
My  dear  Anxious — 

Pink  is  the  proposal  color  .  .  .  but  perhaps  you're 
not  in  the  pink  ...  ha  ...  ha  ..  . 

Come  Again 

THE  DUCHESS 

DEAR  DUCHESS: 

I  am  a  sailor  and  on  my  last  trip  to  Honolulu  I 
promised  a  girl  in  Chicago  I  would  send  her  some 
flowers.  I  sent  them  but  she  claims  she  did  not  re- 
ceive them  and  therefore  will  not  let  me  see  her. 

What  shall  I  do? 

Barnacle  Bill 
Dear  Barnacle  Bill: 

My  son,  women  are  queer  and  fickle  creatures  .  .  . 
however,  if  you  still  desire  this  one,  wrap  yourself 
in  tissue  paper,  clutch  a  rose  in  your  right  hand, 
climb  into  a  box  and  have  yourself  delivered  to  her 
house  thereby  killing  two  birds  with  a  stitch  in  time. 
Write  again,  you  have  a  lovely  voice. 
THE  DUCHESS 

Dear  Duchess: 

I  am  an  innocent  man  in  the  clutches  of  the  law 
and  I  am  appealing  to  you  to  aid  me.  I  am  charged 
with  killing  three  old  maids  who  were  attempting  to 
play  Three  Handed  bridge  I! 

Of  all  things  .  .  .  rfrree-handed! 

Don't  you  think  the  motive  justifies   the  act? 

Iggy  the  Impulsive. 
DEAR  Iggy  the  Impulsive: 

You're  a  dirty  murderer.  You  should  have  played 
fourth. 

Fare  thee  well 
I  hope  ya  like  hot  chairs  .  .  . 

THE  DUCHESS 


ya^te^  tops  ho&i  t/ie/n  c^ 


•  At  last,  a  sock  that  stays  where 
it  belongs.  Phoenix  Ev-R-T,ps — 
witli  Lastcx  tops  of  woven-in  cov- 
ered rubber — fit  snuglv  just  below 
tlie  calf.  Try  them!  .50c,  75c,  -Sl.OO 
for  silk  or  lisle  of  finest  quality. 
If  your  dealer  does  not  carry 
Ev-R-L  ps,  write  us  to  learn  where 
to  buy  tbem.  Phoenix  Hosiery 
Company,  Milwaukee,  ^  is. 


PHOENIX 

-iHE  ORIGINAL 

EV-R-UP  SOCKS 
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CAN  YOU  IMAGINE— 

Mae  West  dancing  with  Prexy  Scott. 

Hitler  worshipping  in  a  synagogue. 

Marie  Dressier  playing  the  role  of  Juliet  in  "Romeo 

and  Juliet." 
Stalin  shooting  craps  with  J.  Pierpont  Morgan. 
How  long  a  radio  announcer  would  live  if  he  took 

every  patent  medicine  he  blurbs  over  the  air. 
How  dull  an    honest    professional    wrestling    match 

would  be  minus  the  grunts,  groans  and  contortions. 
Herbert  Hoover  selling  fish. 
What    a    hit    a    Northwestern  Beauty  Queen   would 

make  who  resembled  a  composite  of  Garbo's  feet, 

Gable's  ears,  Durante's  nose,  Minnie  Mouse's  voice, 

King  Flong's  complexion  and  that  which  Mae  West 

can  offer. 
Peggy  Joyce  without  a  new  husband — they  say  there's 

one  born  every  minute. 


«> 


^ 


In  ihe   foregrovind  -  Fi.    Dearborn   re-erecied 

in  Grant  Park  on   Chicago's   lake   fronL 
lllusiraiion    by  Jahn   t   Oll>er   An   Siudios, 


Joe:  "I  can't  eat  this  soup." 

Waiter:   "Sorry.  I'll  call  the  manager." 

Joe    (to  manager)  :   "This  soup.  I  can't  eat  it." 

Manager:  "I'll  take  care  of  it  at  once.  Call  the  chef." 

Joe   (to  chef)  :  "Dammit!  I  can't  eat  this  soup." 

Chef:  "What's  the  matter  with  it?" 

Joe:   "Nothing  only  I  ain't  got  a  spoon." 

— Widou:. 


FAIR 

F  R  I  E  N  D  LY 

ALIVE 

To  the  Interests  of  Northwestern  Students 

THE  EVANSTON  NEWS-INDEX 

Piiblislieis  ■  I'riiiteis 

Classified  Advertising 


Varsity  Hand  Laundry  and  Cleaners 

722  Clark  Street.  Plione  Crcenleaf  0607 
-Across  from  Willard  Hall 

Ben  Shoe  Shop 

We  believe  in  Good  \\'ork — 
Good  Service,  Good  A-Iaterials 
1731  Sheridan  Avenue 


"Mother,"  dad  said,  "I'm  going  to  find  out  what 
.lackie  wants  to  be  when  he  grows  up.  Watch." 

He  put  a  ten-dollar  bill  on  the  table:  it  represented 
the  banker.  Next  to  it  he  placed  a  brand  new  bible, 
representing  the  clergyman.  And  beside  the  Bible  he 
placed  a  bottle  of  whiskey,  representing  a  bum. 

Mother  and  Dad  hid  where  they  could  see  the 
articles  on  the  tabic.  Jackie,  whistling  happily,  en- 
tered the  room  and  espied  the  arrangement  on  the 
table.  He  looked  around  to  see  that  he  was  alone. 
Satisfied,  he  picked  up  the  bill  and  held  it  to  the  light, 
and  replaced  it.  He  fingered  the  pages  of  the  new 
Bible.  He  looked  around  once  more.  Then  he 
quickly  uncorked  the  bottle  and  smelled  the  contents. 
And.  in  a  motion,  he  stuffed  the  bill  in  his  pocket, 
lodged  the  Bible  under  his  arm,  grabbed  the  bottle 
by  the  neck,  and  slid  out  of  the  room,  still  whistling. 

"My  goodness,  Mother,"  Dad  exclaimed,  "he's  go- 
ing to  be  a  senator!" 

— Punch  Boa'/ 


Pag:  Nineteen 


Host — "There  are  my  Grandma's  ashes  over  there." 

Guest — "O,  so  the  poor  soul  has  passed  on?" 

Host — "No,  she's  just  too  lazy  to  look  for  the 
ash  tray." 

^       ♦      ^  —Log 

The  party  was  going  well.  He  sat  on  a  lounge 
with  a  pretty  blonde  stranger.  Someone  put  out  the 
lights,  so  he  drew  her  to  him  and  kissed  her  fervently. 
When  the  lights  went  on  again  she  sat  up,  patted  her 
hair  into  place,   and  murmured: 

"Are  you  a  college  man?" 

"Why,  yes,"  he  replied.  "How  did  you  guess?" 

"Oh.  I  don't  know,"  she  answered  modestly.  "I 
just  had  a  sort  of  feeling." 

— Voo  Doo 
^       ♦       <S> 

A  general  and  a  colonel  were  walkng  down  the 
street.  They  met  many  privates,  and  each  time  the 
colonel  would  salute  he  would  mutter,  "The  same 
to  you," 

The  general's  curiosity  soon  got  the  better  of  him, 
and  he  asked: 

"Why  do  you  always  say  that?" 
The  colonel  answered:   "I  was  once  a  private  and 
I  know  -w^hat  they  arc  thinking." 

— Red  Cat 


d-X- 


"Momma,  where  do  little  babies  come  from?" 

"Such  a  silly  question.  Junior,  Run  and  ask  your 
father," 

A  minute  or  so  later,  "Mamma,  Daddy  says  you 
haven't  told  him  either  —  and  we'd  both  like  to 
know." 

— Exchange. 


Bellhop    (after  guest  has  rung  for  ten  minutes)  — 
"Did  you  ring,  sir?" 

Guest — "Hell,   no;    I  was  tolling — I   thought  you 
were  dead," 

— Tiger. 


She:  I'll  stand  on  my  head  or  bust! 
Gym    Instructor:    Never    mind    Miss    Miller — just 
stand  on  your  head.  — Frivol. 


"TO  US 

STEADY 

SMOKERS 


IS  THE 
IMPORTANT  THING 


// 


''TT7HEN  a  man  smokes  a  pipe  as  steady  as  I  do,  mild- 
VV  ness  alone  isn't  enough  in  a  pipe  tobacco.  FLA- 
VOR'S the  important  thing.  That's  why  I  smoke 
Edgeworth.  It's  mild— sure.  But  it's  got  a  rich,  full- 
bodied  flavor,  too."  Right  you  are!  Edgeworth  is  made 
from  only  the  tenderest  leaves  of  the  hurley  plant.  The 
unique  blend  and  treatment  of  these  leaves  that  is 
Edgeworth,  is  the  result  of  more  than  half  a  century  of 
experience.  It  "tastes  good"  with  every  pipeful— and 
you  never  tire  of  it. 

Write  for  FREE  Booklet  on  the  Care  of  Your  Pipe 

To   get  the  real  satisfaction   of  

pipe  smoking,  send  for  a  free  copy 
of  "The  Truth  About  Pipes."  It 
contains  much  practical  and  use- 
ful information  for  pipe  smokers. 
Larus  &  Bro.  Co.,  Richmond,  Va., 
Tobacconists  since  1877. 
f  f  f 

Ask  for  Edgeworth  Ready-Rubbed  or 
Edgeworth  in  Slice  form.  Sold  everywhere. 
All  sizes,  15i  pocket  package  to  pound  hu- 
midor tin.  .\lso sizes  in  vacuum  packedtins. 


DGIWQRTIHI 


MADE  FROM  THE 


JfiiU^P^. 


THAT  GROWS 


|^.pRTl^f^^^E/llEDrN  puDPiFf)AKiX)T 
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She    calls    him    Lemon    'cause    he    makes    her    lips 
pucker. 

Use  the  word   "assiduous"  in  a  sentence. 
Assiduous  a  bum. 

♦       <'^ 

Nurse:   This  is  the  operating  room. 
Visitor:   My.  only  one  room  operating  and  that's 
empty! 

<?>       ♦       ^ 

Did  you  ring,  sir? 

No,  that  was  just  my  nerves  jangling. 

V-  ♦  «• 

Will  you  have  a  piece  of  pie  for  breakfast? 
Is  it  customary? 
No,  it's  huckleberryl 

..         «        <s> 

He  tried  to  kiss  me. 

Ha,  wise  guy!   Did  you  slap  his  face? 

Sure,   after  he  finished, 

"Wavy    hair    does    not    necessarily    mean    water    on 
the  brain. 

But,  Mother,  he  treats  me  just  like  a  father. 
"W^hat  did  you  say  his  name  was! 

•       ♦       ■.?■ 
"What  do  you  think  of  shades' 
Am  I  inside  or  outside! 

^^.       ♦       ■?- 
Does  electricity  have  any  meaning  to  you? 
Only  in  a  dim  way. 


How  do  you  sell  your  eggs? 
I  have  often  wondered! 

«>       ♦       «> 

Did  they  put  stiches  in? 

No,   I  just  pulled   myself  together. 


«> 


Would  the  Hatfields  lay  down  their  lives  for  each 
other — they're  dead  ringers. 


«> 


4> 


And  what  makes  you  think  there  is  a  woman  in 
the   moon? 

No  man  would  stay  up  there  that  long  alone,  and 
be  out  every  night. 


^ 


^ 


Uncle  Moe  was  known  to  everyone  in  the  city. 
He  ran  the  pawnshop  on  the  west  side  of  town.  His 
full  name  was  Uncle  Moses.  One  day  while  busy  in 
his  shop,  he  was  attracted  by  repeated  noises  outside. 
Finally  his  curiosity  got  the  better  of  him,  and  he 
walked  outside  and  directly  into  the  path  of  a  sub- 
machine gun — Holy  Moses. 


<$> 


«> 


Lady:  Where  can  I  change  this  dress? 
Floorwalker:   Ladies'  room  is  on  the  second  floor. 


REPENTANCE 
Before  I  knew  it 
Your  lips  were  close  to  mine, 
And  we  were  pressed 
In  a  kiss  divine. 

But  I've  one  regret; 
It  makes  me  sore. 
Why  didn't   we 
Do  this  before? 

All   the  lime   wc   wasted. 
Why  did   wc  ever  roam 
When  we  could  have  spent 
A  pleasant  eve  at   home. 


»s.«  V? 


"Times  are  hard,  madamel 
I'm  living  from  hand  to  mouth 
these  days!" 


AGAIN  FINALS 


As  interpreted  to  Dave  Lott  By 


Tennyson  Returns 

THE  NIGHT  BRIGADE 

Half  a  page,  half  a  page 
Half  a  page  onward, 
Scribbling  away  like  mad 
Wrote  the  six  hundred. 

Prof's  to  the  right  of  them 
Prof's  to  the  left  of  them 
Tiptoed  and  blundered. 

Theirs  not  to  reason  why 
Their's  but  to  sling  it  high! 
Sucker  six  hundred! 

^       ♦       <» 
Prexy 

"There  will  be  a  Convocation  held  next  Monday  to 
discuss  the  all-important  plans  for  a  Merger — that 
of  merging  all  final  examinations  into  one,  so  that 
the  football  players  may  flunk  all  their  exams  at  the 
same  time  and  not  prolong  the  agony  over  a  period 
of  two  weeks.  This  should  meet  with  the  hearty 
approval    of    the   entire   student    body — you    dopes  I  " 

^       ♦       ♦ 
The  Beeper   (beep  beep) 
Heinz  kiddies! 

A  certain  Stooge  (No.  57,  to  wit)  zephyrs  up 
with  a  certain  info  that  a  certain  Blonde  Beta  with 
periscopic  eyes  always  sits  next  to  a  certain  young 
feminine  Phi  Bete  during  all  the  finals  .  .  .  which 
certainly  ought  to  help  his  grades  a  lot,  since  they 
also  do  their  home  work  together  under  the  press  (get 
it?)  box  in  the  stadium  on  certain  weak  nights. 
Guess  who? 

«>       ♦       ^ 

Joe  Panner 

Proctor:  "Ah  HAH!  SO!  Criobing,  hay?  Well, 
young  man,  this  means  the  end  for  you.'  Out  you  go. 
right  on  your  ear!" 

Joe:  "Ohh,  YEW  NAAsty  MAyun!  Don'  NEver 
DO  that!" 

<$>      ♦      ^ 

Graham  McCracker 

Hello  folks!  Boyohboyohboy  what  a  day  for  a 
Spanish  final!  Here  we  are  in  the  last  quarter  of  the 
Exam,  two  minutes  to  go,  folks!  Good  Old  Patten 
Gym  is  jammed  to  the  rafters — or  is  it  Dychc  Sta- 
dium, no,  it's  Patten  Gym,  nuts!  Hey  Joe,  where  are 
wc?  Ah,  it's  the  gym  folks,  and  listen  to  those  pencils 
scratch!      They're  going   like   mad!      Hey,   someone's 


hand  is  up!  The  procs  are  going  into  a  huddle!  It's 
going  to  be  a  trick  play — the  old  wash-room  play! 
They  come  out  of  the  huddle — ah,  he's  up!  He's 
off!  Look  at  that  stride!  5,  10,  15  yards — look  at 
that  boy  go — he's  got  to  go! — he's  tearing  down  the 
sidelines  now — 30,  35,  40  yards — he's  almost  at  the 
door  now.  the  crowd  is  on  its  feet — listen  to  that 
roar!  HE  MADE  IT!  Wow,  folks!  What  a  final! 
What  an  Exam!  There  goes  the  bell!  Boyohboy- 
ohboy Am  I  pooped!  Hey,  Joe — gimme  a  bottle  of 
Prima!  What!  NO  BEER  at  this  college?     Well,  I'll 

be  !  ! !     Hey!  Cut  off  that  mike,  Joe! 

■^       ♦       <{.. 

Barren  Munchausen — visits  N.   U. 

"Vas — you  dare.  Sharley?" 

"No,  no.  Barren.  I  wasn't  there — " 

"Zo  I,  kissed  the  twenty  co-eds — " 

"Wait,  just  a  moment  Barren — tell  me.  did  you 
pass  your  Final  in  Psychology?" 

"...  und  I  .  .  .  vould  you  coom  again  plees?" 

"I  said,  your  Psychology  Examination!" 

"Vc're  off  again!  .  .  .  uh  .  .  .  sure.  Sharley.  I  von 
by  zix  minutes!" 

"No.  Barren,  come,  come!  Hoiv  could  you  a'ln 
a  Psychology  Final  by  six   minutes?" 

"Veil.  Sharley.  I  shust  pedal  unt  pedal  until  I  leef 
all  the  other  bicycle  riders  behint  .  .  .  unt  I  vin  my 
Psychology  by  zix  minutes!" 

"O.  K.  Barren!  I  give  up!  You  win!" 
*■       ♦       «> 

THE  BADFLY 

(Editor's  note:  Here  it  is!  Uncensored  student 
opinion  on  Final  Exams!) 

Down  with  Finals!  To  hell  with  all  Exams!  Why 
study  at  all?  Why  go  to  college?  Down  with  col- 
leges! Get  out  and  go  to  work!  But  the  capitalists 
have  got  all  the  dough!  Down  with  the  Capitalists! 
To  hell  with  Capitalism!  Soak  the  rich!  Nuts  to 
the  Government!  Yessir.  by  gum.  what  this  coun- 
try  needs   is   more   freedom   of   self-expression! 

(Editor's  post-script:  HAH!  Well.  I  guess  that'll 
hold  'em  for  awhile!  Maybe  we'll  sell  a  few  copies 
this  month!) 

«>       ♦       ^ 

THE  PURPLE  BIRD 
The  Purple  Bird  gives  itself  loud,  long  and  lustily 
to  Final  Exams,  as  follows: 

(CENSORED.) 


^|QRlriH#iE/T!EID^  piUDPILE  pMJOT 
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A  Time  Will  Come  When  ~^'ou  Will  Need 

THEMES,  THESES 
LETTERS,  MAiNUSGRIPTS 

TYPED 

Bring  them  to  us — you'll  be  certain  of  qual- 
ity work  as  you  want  it,  when  you  want  it. 

MULTIGRAPHING 

MIMEOGRAPHING 

ADDRESSING 

Evanston  Letter  Service 

Harriet  E.  Richardson 

615  Davis  St.,  (4th  Fl.)  Evanston 

UNIversity  6145 


Goodbye 

and 

good  luck . . . 


#  We're  glad  to  have  known 
3'ou  ...  to  have  had  the  privi- 
lege of  working  with  3'ou  in 
many  of  your  activities.  To  the 
seniors  we  simply  extend  our 
hand  and  say  "good-luck."  To 
the  students  who  will  return  in 
the  fall,  we  say  "Awi  Wieder- 
sehen."  with  a  sincere  wish  that 
we  may  serve  you  again. 


"Mistah  Johnson,  I  has  riscovered  that  I  can  get 
yo'  divorce  on  the  grounds  that  yo'  marriage  ain't 
legal,  on  account  of  her  father,  he  had  no  license  to 
carry  a  gun." 

— Judge 

<^     ♦     <» 

"How  much  does  your  mother,  father,  and  little 
brother  make?" 

"Two,  and  one  to  carry." 

— Yale  Record 


Little  Jane  walked  into  the  corner  drugstore  and 
said  her  mamma  wanted  some  tissue  paper.  The  clerk 
wrapped  up  three  rolls  and  handed  them  to  her. 

"Charge  them  please,"  she  lisped. 

"Certainly,"  replied  the  clerk,  "but  who  are  they 
for?" 

"All  of  uth."  sighed  the  little  girl  as  she  walked  out. 

— Mountain  Goat 


<?> 


^ 


Timid  Wife  (to  husband  who  has  fallen  asleep  at 
the  wheel)  :  "I  don't  mean  to  dictate  to  you,  George, 
but  isn't  that  billboard  coming  at  us  awfully  fast?" 

— Log 


•S> 


«> 


There  was  a  tim.e  when  it  was  considered  danger- 
ous to  hold  a  man's  hand.  Now  it  is  the  safest  thing 
to  do. 


LLOYD  HOLLISTER  INC. 

Printers -Publishers -Engravers 

1232  Central  A\'enue 
Wilmette,  Illinois 


If  I  had  a  million  dollars 

I  would  buy  him  shirts  and  collars 

Tailored  suits  and  handmade  shoes 

Lots  of  greens  and  slews  of  blue 

All  my  gifts  his  hands  would  fill 

But  then  he'd  be  a  ...  . 

....  Daffodil  .... 

Francclle. 
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^f)m\\m\^i\nM  p'uippinE  f^AiRiKOT 


ASBESTOS  LINING 

Life's  burning  passions  come  in  Youth, 
'Tis  Nature's  way. 

Youth  yields  and  tastes  forbidden  fruit, 
And  then  must  pay! 

But — "Why  forbidden?"  comes  Youth's  cry. 
From  you  and  I! 

And  Nature's  answer  echoes  nigh — 
"Well,  I'll  bite — why?" 

— Vacant  Lott. 


^ 


♦ 


'December   25 — Got  gun  for  Christmas." 
'December  26 — Snowin'.  Can't  go  huntin'." 
'December  27 — Still  snowin'.  Can't  go  huntin'. 
'December    28 — Still    snowin'.    Shot   Grammaw! 

— Drexerd 


e 


9 


,LM: 


Your  move,  Doc!" 


THE 

SHIP 


FINE     STEAKS 
CHICKEN     and     FISH 

Luncheons 
Sandwiches 


Because  of  Prevailing  Laws 

No  One  Under  21  Years 

can  be  served 


1767  Howard  Street 


Sheldrake  6688 


At... 
Graduation  Time 

Exchange  photographs 
with  classmates  —  such 
a  record  of  school-day 
friendships  will  be  price- 
less in  the  years  to  come. 

Our  special  styles  and   prices  will 
interest     you.      Visit    our    studio. 


I  Eugene  L.  Ray 

OFFICIAL   PHOTOGRAPHER 

for 
NORTHWESTERN    UNIVERSITY 

Studio:   1606  Chicago  Ave.  Evanston 


[\|OlRTlh#E/TlEID[NpUIDPILIE"pAmOT 
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W^  INC  w 


"Hello,  is  this  Mr.  Goldfarb?" 

•■Yes." 

"This  is  Mr.  Schneck's  office. 
Will  you  please  hold  the  wire.''" 

(Pause) 

"Hello,  is  this  Mr.  Goldfarb.?" 

"Yes." 

"This  is  Mr.  Schneck's  private 
secretary.  Hold  the  line  a  minute, 
please." 

(Pause) 

"Hello,  is  this  Goldfarb.''" 

"Yes." 

"Well  this  is  Schneck.  Goldfarb. 
you  stink!" 

— Medley 
<«>  ♦  ^ 

Night  Watchman:  "Young  man, 
are  you  going  to  kiss  that  girl.^" 

Young  Man:   "No." 

Night  Watchman:  "Here,  then, 
hold  this  lantern." 

.   — Black  and  Blue  Jay 


An  old  Negro  was  explaining  to 
his  congregation  the  difference  be- 
tween faith  and  knowledge. 

"Now.  my  bredren,"  he  said, 
"hit's  like  dis:  da's  Brudder  John- 
sing  a-sittin'  on  the  front  seat  wid 
Sister  Johnsin  and  de  five  little 
Johnsings.  She  knows  dey's  her 
children  —  Dat's  knowledge.  He 
believes  dey's  his  children  —  dat's 
faith. 

— Z-yre 

'i^     ♦      ^ 


She: 
He: 
warm.' 


"Is  the  hot  water  running?" 
"Sure,  it  has  to  run  to  keep 

— Cornell  Widoiv 


To  a  Senior  Coed: 

The  boys  all  call  her  cinders — 
she  used  to  be  hot  stuff. 

Rammer -Jammer 
•     ♦     <J> 

Mother:  "Jane,  did  you  let  that 
young  man  kiss  you  last  night?" 

Jane:  "Well,  mother,  when  a 
young  man  comes  all  the  way  from 
Yonkers  to  see  me.  that's  the  least 
I  can  do." 

Mother:  "But  I  thought  he 
comes   from   Albany." 

Jane:   "Yes,  mother," 

. — Mercury 
i^   ♦  -t^- 

The  professor's   secretary   saw   a 

magnificent  blond  carrying  some 
papers  enter  the  office  smiling  sweet- 
ly- 

"Listen,  ya  lousy  co-ed,"  snarled 
the  secretary,  "if  you  try  to  muscle 
in  on  my  territory,  I'll  plant  you 
among  the  potatoes." 

"Hell,  don't  mind  me,"  an- 
swered the  other,  "I'm  only  the 
professor's  wife." 

— Rammer- Jammer 
■•■  ♦  ■• 

Sam       (to      wife      at      show)  : 

"Mandy,  tell  dat  Niggah  to  take 
his  arm  away  from  'round  yo' 
waist." 

Mandy:  "Tell  him  yo'self.  He's 
a  puffect  stranger  to  me." 

— Broion  Jug 
^     ♦     ^ 

THE  LAST  WORD 
I  think  I've  seen  the  best  of  trees 
And   the  best  of  poetry,   if  you 

please. 
Comparing  them  is  a  waste  of  time: 
One's  so  simple,  the  other  sublime 
A  tree  is  Nature's  work  of  art 
While   poems   arc   man-made   from 

the  start. 
But  trees — why,  any  fool  can  grow 

'em! 
It  takes  brains  to  write  a  poem. 
— Charamanel 


He    (telephoning)  :   "Is  my  wife 
home?" 

Maid:     "No,    who    shall    I    say 
called?" 

—You,'/ 
<•>♦•* 

THE  REAL  GIRL  OF  N.  U. 
Her  eyes  resemble  onyx, 
They  sparkle  and  proudly  gleam, 
Her  skin  has  a  snowy  whiteness, 
Her  voice  is  a  sweet  dream. 

Her  ruby  lips  they  seem  too  good 

For  anyone  on  earth. 

Her  cheeks  like  rosebuds  in   full 

bloom 
Proclaim  still  more  her  worth. 

But  if  we  look  inside  this  head 
Adorned  with  locks  of  gold. 
We  see  a  perfect  vacuum 
C?-st  in  an  ivory  mold. 

— Medley 


Burglar  at  home  to  young  son — 
I  did  not  spank  you  for  taking  the 
jam,  my  boy,  but  for  leaving  your 
fingerprints. 

— Scope 
<»    ♦     <» 

SUBSTITUTE  NEEDED 
The  dear  vicar's  wife  had  just 
died,  and  in  consequence  he  wished 
to  be  relieved  of  his  duties  for  the 
week-end,  so  he  sent  the  following 
message  to  his  bishop: 

"I  regret  to  inform  you  that  my 
wife  has  just  died,  and  I  should  be 
obliged  if  you  could  send  me  a 
substitute   for   the   week-end," 

— Exchange 


Watch  out  for  the 

signs  of  jangled  nerves 


You've  noticed  other  people's 
nervous  habits  —  and  wondered 
probably  why  such  people  didn't 
learn  to  control  themselves. 

But  have  you  ever  stopped  to 
thinkthatj'oi/,  too,  may  have  habits 
that  are  just  as  irritating  to  other 
people  as  those  of  the  key  juggler 
or  coin  jingler  are  to  you? 

And  more  important  than  that, 
those  habits  are  a  sign  of  jangled 


nerves.  And  jangled  nerves  are 
the  signal  to  stop  and  check  up  on 
yourself. 

Get  enough  sleep — fresh 
air  — recreation  — and  watch 
your  smoking. 

Remember,  you  can  smoke 
as  many  Camels  as  you  want. 
Their  costlier  tobaccos  never 
jangle  the  nerves. 


COSTLIER  TOBACCOS 

Camels  are  made  from  finer,  MORE 
EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS  than  any 
other  popular  brand. 


comes    postpaid. 

CUP  THIS  coupon' 

P'-  UO-A.  Winston-Salem,  N    C 
iPrint  Name)'" 


CAMELS 

SMOKE   AS  MANY  AS   YOU    WANT 
...THEY  NEVER   GET  ON   YOUR    NERVES 


